POSTSCRIPT

DEATH  OF  A  NATION

As my forty-fourth birthday approached, I felt restlessness and
apprehension growing in me, and thought continually of that
other birthday, my forty-third, which I told about in Insanity Fair,
the birthday that began with red tulips and ended with German
armies roaring into Austria, with the destruction of the short-
lived tranquillity and happiness that I had found there after
many years of wandering and many hopes disappointed, with the
packing of my bags and the resumption of a nomad's life.

Ever since that forty-third birthday I had looked forward
uneasily, for some reason, to my forty-fourth. When we, my good
friend and I, toasted 'the coming year' in my rooms in Vienna
I wondered, as I wrote in Insanity Fair, Vhere I should be at the
end of it'. Now that the day was drawing near again, I wondered
more than ever, for once more the pandemonium of Insanity Fair
was rising around me. I hoped against hope that I should be able
in peace and quiet at least to celebrate that particular day, which
held such exceptional memories for me. But, as the time shortened,
I knew that this would not be so. I was living in Prague, and my
inward voice told me that the Germans were soon going to make
their next jump, that this would take them to Prague. So I wrote
in the News Chronicle on March 8th that the coming week would
show whether what Munich had left of Czecho-Slovakia was about
to split at the hyphen, or whether it would continue to enjoy a
vassal independence by the grace of Hitler, and that Germany
would decide. And on March nth I wrote in the same paper
that Germany had weeks before threatened the Gzecho-Slovak
Foreign Minister, Dr. Chvalkovsky, 'to be in Prague not in forty-
eight but in eight hours' if Czecho-Slovakia did not hasten her
complete and abject submission to the Reich in all matters ofher
national life, and I added that Prague now feared the moment
to be imminent when that threat would be made good.
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